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You Won\t Know 


Author's Notes: 
An unfinished one-shot that\'s actually part of a larger story I\'m writing, but | wanted to test the waters 
and see what people\'s reactions were. Hope you like Rutherbanks. :) 


They stared at each other for a long moment until Mike put his hand up to stroke Tony's face. He buried his 
fingers deep in Tony's hair, combing through the strands slowly before allowing them to fall back into place. 

Tony shuddered in uncontrollable pleasure at the tingling sensation that ran from his scalp down the length of 
his back. Mike had always known how to massage him exactly right for that effect. Overcome with longing, he 
sat astride the taller man in an instant as they both grew hard, and they groped at each other roughly, their 


tongues meeting in an open-mouthed kiss. 


| want you.." Tony, normally so articulate, barely managed to pant the words as he came up for air. Mike 
nodded breathlessly in reply. Stripping naked, the two men clung together tightly, stroking the contours of each 
others' chest and stomach. As Mike moved his hands slowly up Tony's thighs to fondle his ass, Tony began to 
grind against him eagerly, and the guitarist soon found himself being forced inexorably onto his back, the 
keyboardist's strong hands tugging at his hair. A fire burned in Tony's clear blue eyes, and Mike remembered 


just how strong his friend could be when he wanted to, and how stubborn he was to get his way. He gazed 
back into those eyes and, without quite knowing why, began to laugh joyfully, running his hands down the backs 
of Tony's legs and feeling him tremble with anticipation 


‘Its been far too long, hasn't it?" Mike said languidly, reaching up with one hand to stroke Tony's hair again 
while his other hand moved down to tease his cock. Tony's eyes fairly rolled back in his head as he moaned 
with pleasure; he knew Mike was deliberately prolonging the moment, but it was taking a supreme amount of 


willpower not to reach release just yet. He trembled even more. 


"Ohh, you bastard," he hissed through clenched teeth, but he grinned as he said it. "You're going to make me 
come right now if you keep doing that..” 


"Oh no, you won't yet. You'll take your time." Mike's eyes were half-closed in a languorous grin as he guided 
Tony's hand down to his own cock. Still breathing heavily, Tony followed his cue, lowering his body to lie flat 
against his friend's, and taking him full into his mouth, he began to lick slowly. 


Now it was Mike's turn to inhale deeply. Tony's mouth was so warm and wet; he had wrapped his tongue 
around his shaft and was running it up and down, slowly intensifying the speed and pressure as he fondled his 
balls with a free hand. The sensation was exquisitely relaxing and for several minutes he did nothing except run 
his hands over his friend's neck in encouragement, allowing Tony to skillfully bring him so near the point of 
orgasm before slowing again, teasing him expertly. He did this twice, three times, until Mike was fit to cry out 
for release or die. When Tony finally paused for breath and moved a hand to slowly finger him open, Mike 
tilted his hips to accommodate him, remaining on his back and totally unresisting to his touch. 


Tony entered him, sliding inside as far as he could go, and both of them moaned as they embraced and kissed 
again. Their excitement mounted once more, their breathing quickened and they grew slick with sweat. Mike 
could feel they both were close, and he stroked himself with each of Tony's thrusts, faster and harder until 
with a throaty wordless cry, their bodies stiffened as they released almost simultaneously. Mike grabbed 
Tony's hips in a spasm as he ejaculated over his friend's stomach, and he felt Tony's concurrent orgasm hot 


and full inside him. 


Exhausted, Tony rolled off and fell beside his friend, pressing flat against him on the couch and completely 
unmindful of the lingering stickiness between them. He closed his eyes and rested his head on Mike's chest, still 
breathing deeply from his exertions. For several minutes neither said anything as they luxuriated in a kind of 
throbbing aftertouch, sensitive and trembling in their satisfaction Mike held him tenderly and pulled the throw 
rug over them both. He was first to break the silence as he smiled down at Tony, affectionately touching 


foreheads with him. 


"Now be that energetic in rehearsal tomorrow," he commented dryly, and both of them dissolved into hopeless, 


giggling laughter. 


